Clov>\ O Lord fir, it were pucie you fiiould get your fitting 

by reekningfir. 

B e r. How much is it ? 

Clow CLord fir, the parties themfelues, the aftorslir Will 
flievv where-vntill it doth amount .-for mine own? pan, lam 
(as they fay, but co perfect one man in one poors man. Pompon 

£h «thou one of the Worthies ? S, 

Clow, ltpleafed them to tbinke me worthy otP.^ the 
preat : for mine cwne part, I know not the degree ok the Wor- 
th je. but I am to hand for him. 

Ber. Go, bid them prepare. . s\. a 

C lo * We will turhe it finely off lir , we will take fome care. 
King. Berowne, t bey Wirt ihaine vs : 

am^hame. proofe my Lord: and ’tis feme policie, 
eo baue one (hew worfe then the Rings and his company. 

Kin. ] fay they fliall not come. 

Qu. Nay my good Lord , iec me ore. ru.e you now j 
ThlSport beft plcafes, that doth leal! know how. ; 

Where Zeale ftriues to content, and the contents 

Dies in the Zeale of that which ltprefentst . 

v Their forme confounded, makes molt forme m mirth, 

When great things labouring penlh in tneir ontb, 

Ber. A right description of our (port my Lord. 

Enter Braggart. 

Brae. Annoy med, I implore fo much expencc of thy royal 

fweet breath, as will veter a brace of words. 

Qti. Doth this man feme God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? 

On. He lpcak’s not like s man of God s making. - 

IX*. Th« all one,my fa.rc (weet hwlin Monarch .For l 
Moccli the Schoolimtlct is exceeding fcnta.tic.dl ; . 
vainc.coetod vaine . But. we will put it (at they ayj 
tmu Mtjpmr, i will, youclie peace ot mii.de mott 

‘°'STK eisli e.obeagood pselenee 
ixcfcnUfffear of sxoy, the Swame Pompey the^te ^ 


Afies Labours 7of 

Parilh Curate Alexander, zArmadoes Pag e Hercules, the Pe- 
dant Iudas Machabeus : And ifthefefoure Worthies in their 
firfl Shew thriue ,chefe foure will change habues, and prefeat the 

other Sue. . . 

Bcr. There is fine in the firft (hew. 

Kin. You are dcceiued, tis not fo. 

Ber. The Pedant, the Braggarc,thc Hcdgc-Prkeft, the foole, 
and the Boy, 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world a game. 

Cannot pricke out Sue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The flip is vnder faile,and here (he comes amain. 

Enter Pompey. 

('low. I Bompey am. 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

I low, I Pompey am. 

Boy. With Libbards head on knee. 

Ber. Weil faid old mocker, 

I muft needs be friends with thee. 

Clo r». / Bompey am-, Bompey fur nam’d the big. \ 

B>u. The great. 

flow. Jt is great fir : Pompey furnam'd the great : 

"That oft infield , with Targe and Shield, 
did make my fee tofweat : 

zAnd traueiling along this coafi, I heere am come by change , 

And lay my zArmes before the legs of this fweet Laffe of E ranee. 
if yom Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey, I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was perfect. I 
made a litle fault in great. 

Ber My hat to a halfe-penie, Pompey proues the beft Worthie. 

Enter Cur ate for e. Alexander . 

Cur at. When tn theworld I lin’d,! was the worlds Commander : 
f, ‘f } afortb , & South, I fpred, my conquerimr mirth t. 

My S cutcheon plaine declares that lam zAlifander. * * 

Boyet. Your nofc faycs no, you are not : 

For it ftands too right. 

Ber. Your nofe fmels uo^in this moft tender fmelling Knight. 
^ 1 On. 
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